due largely to the inaccessible position usually chosen for nesting. The conspicuous bowl-shaped mud nest, placed on a horizontal branch or in a fork of a eucalypt or other suitable tree, is certainly not difficult to find. Again, the birds are, so far as my experience goes, timid at the nest. I attempted to photograph the pair nesting in my yard, but they refused for four hours to face the camera, although the nest contained half-grown young. I finally had to remove the camera for fear of the young coming to harm.
On August 9 last year a pair of Magpie-Larks were noted building in an unusually low position about 12 feet from the ground in a slender tree. On August 13 the third egg was laid, and the young hatched out, one on August 27, and the other on the 28th. The third egg did not hatch. I might add that four eggs is the usual clutch about this district. The young birds left the nest on September 15. About the time the young hatched out a Willie Wagtail commenced building immediately below the nest of the Magpie-Larks, and was a continual source of trouble, repeatedly betraying my presence to the latter birds by its harsh scolding notes. The nest, although low, was in a difficult position. The camera was placed on the top of a batten lashed firmly to the tree. Focussing had to be done with the aid of a mirror held behind the focussing screen, as I could not get behind the camera for that purpose. The female only would pay fleeting visits to the nest, but with long intervals between each visit. Often she would alight nearby, calling in loud scolding notes, while the male flew overhead uttering warning cries. I paid a visit to the nest on two separate days before securing a satisfactory photograph. The exposure used was one-hundredth of a second. The young birds don the adult plumage before leaving the nest, the sexes being readily distinguished. In the accompanying photograph the two young are males.
Report of Bird Observers' Club, Victoria
A small club party spent the afternoon of August 3 at Altona. The day was boisterous enough to make a walk exhilarating, but bird life kept much to shelter. By the shoreline several Red-capped Dotterels (Charadrius ruficapillus) and Silver Gulls (Larus novae-hollandiae) were feeding, and a solitary Pacific Gull (Gabianus pacificus) in perfect black and white plumage cruised about seeking what he might devour. A single wading bird among the rocks attracted our attention ; it proved to be the Golden Plover (Pluvialis dominicus), showing much black on the undersurface, the remnants of summer plumage. This is
